~ 
cl 


Ng 
ae tI oe 


pel 


Vi a ie ; 


TON ney Fi. ay. 


wae =e A wo wee e? gr ee a 
o $3 ava oy ab} Ps 
ox gus or ui Oo 


aay 
Oo as ae ail se 


NI 741 NO LHONOK = = 


Paneer 


FF? 9 wer x or ao 
- & 5 al 
iPad lee 22 time AM See Nha 


HE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL 


OTHER WORKS BY MRS. WIGGIN. 


{ Ce eeseerececvec seas esaasanesevoocoeecenEoebusessonsvens 


A CATHEDRAL COURTSHIP and PENELOPE’S 
ENGLISH EXPERIENCES. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 


Punch :—“ There is only one word that will fittingly describe ‘A 
Cathedral Courtship.’ It is delightful.’ 


Scotsman :—“'The book is in every way delightful.’”’ 


Speaker :—‘‘ Anyone who wants a few hour’s pure enjoyment, at 
once refined and intellectual, can hardly do better than turn to 
‘A Cathedral Courtship.’ ’’ 


TIMOTHY’S QUEST. Fifth Edition. 2s. 6d. 


The Times:—“ A charming narrative. . . . . By this felicitous 
sketch Mrs. Wiggin has firmly established her literary 
reputation.’”’ 


Punch :—‘‘In the arid life of the book-reviewer there is sometimes 
found the oasis of opportunity to recommend a book worth read- 
ing. My Baronite has by chance come upon such an one in 
‘ Timothy’s Quest.’ The book is an almost perfect 


1dyl Newt oe Celt is the best thing of the kind that has reached 
us from America since ‘ Little Lord Fauntleroy’ crossed the 
Atlantic.’’ 


Queen :—“‘ It is surely ‘‘David Copperfield’ over again.’ 


Scottish Leader :—‘‘One of the prettiest and most charming stories 
recently issued. . . . . . Sure to obtain an honourable and 
permanent place in literature.” 


Dundee Advertiser :—* A sweeter and more charmingly written story 
of its kind it would be impossible to imagine.’’ 


THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL. Illustd. 1s. 6d. 
THE STORY OF PATSY. Illustrated) as) 6d 


CHILDREN’S RIGHTS. With a Preface by EMILY 
A. E. SHIRREFF. 55. 


THE STORY HOUR. Illustrated. 3s. 6d. 


A SUMMER IN A CANON. A CALIFORNIAN 
STory. Illustrated. 5s. 


London: Gay and Bird, 27, King William St., West Strand. 


(es 


yous oa 


LA 


aa 
wee 


Page 35. 


THE LITTLE RUGGLESES BORE IT BRAVELY. 


theo 


BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL 


BY 


KATE DOUGLAS WIGGIN 


LONDON 
GAA Ve sAeNe ore IRL) 
KING WILLIAM STREET, WEST STRAND 
1893 


_ is A Pet han i) - , ‘ : fas _ tha 
4 oe here pine eb asf isons: 
“ : ; ee. wv 

xi , 

' 
‘ POPULAR EDITION 

, All rights reserved 

. 
; : 


Pe vee 


cor.’ oF 


4 ae 


et ae 


‘ - 4 oe i ~ 

i 2 \ ele gl hele f i 

oa ee ah it i r Oa 

4« ia ry ¥ 
ve vies i ? j 
o 7 be 
wes 
‘ 

AYES | 
‘ =: 


ae. . To 


The Three Dearest Chilvren in the @Aorly, 
__ BERTHA, LUCY, AND HORATIO. ae 


CONTENTS AND LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS. 


Ee 
PAGE 
“« The Little Ruggleses bore it bravely” . . Frontispiece 
Vignette : ; ; : : : : ; Title 
I. A Lirrrtzr Snow Birp : : ; ? : ; : 1 
“ She is a little Christmas Child” . ; ' F F t 7 
II. Droorinc WIincs . a i . : ; 5 , . 10 
III. Tue Birp’s Nest. : 4 : } : ; 2 . wae 
IV. “Brrps oF A FEATHER FLOCK TOGETHER” . ; ; « 2e 
The “Window School” . ‘ : ; : : 5 - 80 
V. Some OrHeR Birps ARE TAUGHT TO Fry . : ; pee: 
“T want ter see how yer goin’ ter behave”  . .... 3 aanae 
VI. “WHEN THE PIE WAS OPENED, } 
. ° ° e e ° 46 
THE BIRDS BEGAN TO SING” J 
“ The Ruggleses never forgot it” . : : : A Ape 


VII. Tue Birpuine FLIES AWAY . ‘ : : ‘ 3 ae 
“ My Ain Countree”  . : : ; é ° OD 
“ T thought of the Star in the East” Re ke ee ee 


THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


ee 
dk 
A LITTLE SNOW BIRD. 


vq)’ was very early Christmas morning, and in 
| the stillness of the dawn, with the soft snow 
pa_vas| falling on the housetops, a little child was 
born in the Bird household. 

They had intended to name the baby Lucy, if it 
were a girl; but they had not expected her on 
Christmas morning, and a real Christmas baby was 
not to be lightly named — the whole family agreed 
in that. 

They were consulting about it in the nursery. 
Mr. Bird said that he had assisted in naming the 
three boys, and that he should leave this matter en- 
tirely to Mrs. Bird; Donald wanted the child called 
“ Dorothy,” after a pretty little curly-haired girl who 
sat next him in school; Paul chose “ Luella,” for 
Luella was the nurse who had been with him during 
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his whole babyhood, up to the time of his first trou- — 
sers, and the name suggested all sorts of comfortable 
things. Uncle Jack said that the first girl should 
always be named for her mother, no matter how hid- 
eous the name happened to be. 

Grandma said that she would prefer not to take 
any part in the discussion, and everybody suddenly 
remembered that Mrs. Bird had thought of naming 
the baby Lucy, for Grandma herself; and, while it 
would be indelicate for her to favor that name, it 
would be against human nature for her to suggest 
any other, under the circumstances. 

Hugh, the “hitherto baby,” if that is a possible 
term, sat in one corner and said nothing, but felt, in 
some mysterious way, that his nose was out of joint; 
for there was a newer baby now, a possibility he had 
never taken into consideration ; and the “ first girl,” 
too, — a still higher development of treason, which 
made him actually green with jealousy. 

But it was too profound a subject to be settled 
then and there, on the spot; besides, Mamma had 
not been asked, and everybody felt it rather absurd, 
after all, to forestall a decree that was certain to be 
absolutely wise, just, and perfect. 

The reason that the subject had been brought up 
at all so early in the day lay in the fact that Mrs. 
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Bird never allowed her babies to go over night 
unnamed. She was a person of so great decision of 
character that she would have blushed at such a 
thing ; she said that to let blessed babies go dan- 
gling and dawdling about without names, for months 
and months, was enough to ruin them for life. She 
also said that if one could not make up one’s mind 
in twenty-four hours it was a sign that — but I will 
not repeat the rest, as it might prejudice you against 
the most charming woman in the world. 

So Donald took his new velocipede and went out 
to ride up and down the stone pavement and notch 
the shins of innocent people as they passed by, while 
Paul spun his musical top on the front steps. 

But Hugh refused to leave the scene of action. 
He seated himself on the top stair in the hall, 
banged his head against the railing a few times, just 
by way of uncorking the vials of his wrath, and then 
subsided into gloomy silence, waiting to declare war 
if more “ first girl babies” were thrust upon a fam- 
ily already surfeited with that unnecessary article. 

Meanwhile dear Mrs. Bird lay in her room, weak, 
but safe and happy with her sweet girl baby by her 
side and the heaven of motherhood opening again 
before her. Nurse was making gruel in the kitchen, 
and the room was dim and quiet. There was a cheer- 
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ful open fire in the grate, but though the shutters 
were Closed, the side windows that looked out on the 
Church of Our Saviour, next door, were a little open. 
Suddenly a sound of music poured out into the 
bright air and drifted into the chamber. It was the 
boy-chow singing Christmas anthems. Higher and 
higher rose the clear, fresh voices, full of hope 
and cheer, as children’s voices always are. Fuller 
and fuller grew the burst of melody as one glad 
strain fell upon another in joyful harmony : — 


“Carol, brothers, carol, 
Carol joyfully, 
Carol the good tidings, 
Carol merrily ! 
And pray a gladsome Christmas 
For all your fellow-men : 
Carol, brothers, carol, 


Christmas Day again.” 


One verse followed another, always with the same 
glad refrain : — 


“‘ And pray a gladsome Christmas 
For all your fellow-men : 
Carol, brothers, carol, 
Christmas Day again.” 


Mrs. Bird thought, as the music floated in upon 
her gentle sleep, that she had slipped into heaven 
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with her new baby, and that the angels were bidding 
them welcome. But the tiny bundle by her side 
stirred a little, and though it was scarcely more than 
the ruffling of a feather, she awoke ; for the mother- 
ear is so close to the heart that it can hear the faint- 
est whisper of a child. 

She opened her eyes and drew the baby closer. It 
looked like a rose dipped in milk, she thought, this 
pink and white blossom of girlhood, or like a pink 
cherub, with its halo of pale yellow hair, finer than 
floss silk. 


“‘ Carol, brothers, carol, 
Carol joyfully, 
Carol the good tidings, 
Carol merrily !” 


The voices were brimming over with joy. 

“Why, my baby,” whispered Mrs. Bird in soft 
surprise, “I had forgotten what day it was. You 
are a little Christmas child, and we will name you 
‘ Carol’ — mother’s little Christmas Carol!” 

“What!” said Mr. Bird, coming in softly and 
closing the door behind him. 

“Why, Donald, don’t you think ‘Carol’ is a 
sweet name for a Christmas baby? It came to me 
just a moment ago in the singing, as I was lying 
here half asleep and half awake.” 
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“JT think it is a charming name, dear heart, and 
sounds just like you, and I hope that, being a girl, 
this baby has some chance of being as lovely as her 
mother ;’’ — at which speech from the baby’s papa, 
Mrs. Bird, though she was as weak and tired as she 
could be, blushed with happiness. 

And so Carol came by her name. 

Of course, it was thought foolish by many people, 
though Uncle Jack declared laughingly that it was 
very strange if a whole family of Birds could not 
be indulged in a single Carol; and Grandma, who 
adored the child, thought the name much more ap- 
propriate than Lucy, but was glad that people would 
probably think it short for Caroline. 

Perhaps because she was born in holiday time, 
Carol was a very happy baby. Of course, she was 
too tiny to understand the joy of Christmas-tide, but 
people say there is everything in a good beginning, 
and she may have breathed in unconsciously the 
fragrance of evergreens and holiday dinners; while 
the peals of sleigh-bells and the laughter of happy 
children may have fallen upon her baby ears and 
wakened in them a glad surprise at the merry world 
she had come to ives in. 

Her cheeks and lips were as red as holly: bere : 
her hair was for all the world the color of a Christ- 
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mas candle-flame; her eyes were bright as stars; 
her laugh like a chime of Christmas bells, and her 
tiny hands forever outstretched in giving. 

Such a generous little creature you never saw! A 
spoonful of bread and milk had always to be taken 
by Mamma or nurse before Carol could enjoy her 
supper ; whatever bit of cake or sweetmeat found its 
way into her pretty fingers was straightway broken 
in half to be shared with Donald, Paul, or Hugh; 
and when they made believe nibble the morsel with 
affected enjoyment, she would clap her hands and 
crow with delight. 

“Why does she do it?” asked Donald, thought- 
fully. “None of us boys ever did.” 

“1 hardly know,” said Mamma, catching her 
darling to her heart, “except that she is a little 
Christmas child, and so she hasa tiny share of the 
blessedest birthday the world ever saw!” 


UU. 
DROOPING WINGS. 


vl was December, ten years later. 

7 Carol had seen nine Christmas trees 
eels} lichted on her birthdays, one after an- 

oe ; nine times she had assisted in the holiday 

festivities of the household, though in her babyhood 

her share of the gayeties was somewhat limited. 

For five years, certainly, she had hidden presents 
for Mamma and Papa in their own bureau drawers, 
and harbored a number of secrets sufficiently large 
to burst a baby brain, had it not been for the re- 
lief gained by whispering them all to Mamma, at 
night, when she was in her crib, a proceeding which 
did not in the least lessen the value of a secret in 
her innocent mind. 

For five years she had heard “’T was the night 
before Christmas,” and hung up a scarlet stocking 
many sizes too large for her, and pinned a sprig of 
holly on her little white nightgown, to show Santa 
Claus that she was a “truly” Christmas child, 
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and dreamed of fur-coated saints and toy-packs and 
reindeer, and wished everybody a “ Merry Christ- 
mas” before it was light in the morning, and lent 
every one of her new toys to the neighbors’ chil- 
dren before noon, and eaten turkey and plum- 
pudding, and gone to bed at night in a trance of 
happiness at the day’s pleasures. 

Donald was away at college now. Paul and 
Hugh were great manly fellows, taller than their 
mother. Papa Bird had gray hairs in his whiskers ; 
and Grandma, God bless her, had been four Christ- 
mases in heaven. 

But Christmas in the Birds’ Nest was scarcely 
as merry now as it used to be in the bygone years, 
for the little child that once brought such an added 
blessing to the day, lay, month after month, a pa- 
tient, helpless invalid, in the room where she was 
born. She had never been very strong in body, 
and it was with a pang of terror her mother and 
father noticed, soon after she was five years old, 
that she began to limp, ever so slightly ; to com- 
plain too often of weariness, and to nestle close to 
her mother saying she “would rather not go out 
to play, please.” The illness was slight at first, 
and hope was always stirring in Mrs. Bird’s heart. 
“ Carol would feel stronger in the summer-time ;” 
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or “She would be better when she had spent a year 
in the country ;” or, “ She would outgrow it;” or, 
“They would try a new physician;” but by and 
by it came to be all too sure that no physician 
save One could make Carol strong again, and that 
no “summer-time” nor “country air,” unless it 
were the everlasting summer-time in a heavenly 
country, could bring back the little girl to health. 

The cheeks and lips that were once as red as 
holly-berries faded to faint pink; the star-like eyes 
grew softer, for they often gleamed through tears; 
and the gay child-laugh, that had been like a chime 
of Christmas bells, gave place to a smile so lovely, 
so touching, so tender and patient, that it filled 
every corner of the house with a gentle radiance 
that might have come from the face of the Christ- 
child himself. 

Love could do nothing; and when we have said 
that we have said all, for it is stronger than any- 
thing else in the whole wide world. Mr. and Mrs. 
Bird were talking it over one evening when all the 
children were asleep. A famous physician had 
visited them that day, and told them that some time, 
it might be in one year, it might be in more, Carol 
would slip quietly off into heaven, whence she 
came. 
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“Tt is no use to shut our eyes to it any longer,’ 
said Mr. Bird, as he paced up and down the library 
floor ; “ Carol will never be well again. It almost 
seems as if I could not bear it when I think of that 
loveliest child doomed to le there day after day, 
and, what is still more, to suffer pain that we are 
helpless to keep away from her. Merry Christmas, 
indeed ; it gets to be the saddest day in the year 
to me!” and poor Mr. Bird sank into a chair by the 
table, and buried his face in his hands to keep his 
wife from seeing the tears that would come in spite 
of all his efforts. 

“ But, Donald, dear,” said sweet Mrs. Bird, with 
trembling voice, “Christmas day may not be so 
merry with us as it used, but it is very happy, and 
that is better, and very blessed, and that is better 
yet. I suffer chiefly for Carol’s sake, but I have 
almost given up being sorrowful for my own. I am 
too happy in the child, and I see too clearly what 
she has done for us and the other children. Donald 
and Paul and Hugh were three strong, willful, 
boisterous boys, but now you seldom see such tender- 
ness, devotion, thought for others, and self-denial in 
lads of their years. A quarrel ora hot word is almost 
unknown in this house. Why? Carol would hear 
it, and it would distress her, she isso full of love and 
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goodness. The boys study with all their might and 
main. Why? Partly, at least, because they like to 
teach Carol, and amuse her by telling her what they 
read. When the seamstress comes, she likes to sew 
in Miss Carol’s room, because there she forgets her 
own troubles, which, Heaven knows, are sore enough ! 
And as for me, Donald, I am a better woman every 
day for Carol’s sake; I have to be her eyes, ears, 
feet, hands, — her strength, her hope ; and she, my 
own little child, is my example !” 

“TY was wrong, dear heart,” said Mr. Bird more 
cheerfully ; “ we will try not to repine, but to re- 
joice instead, that we have an ‘angel of the house’ 
like Carol.” 

“ And as for her future,” Mrs. Bird went on, “1 
think we need not be over-anxious. I feel as if she 
did not belong altogether to us, but that when she 
has done what God sent her for, He will take her 
back to Himself—and it may not be very long!” 
Here it was poor Mrs. Bird’s turn to break down, 
and Mr. Bird’s turn to comfort her. 


Til. 
THE BIRD’S NEST. 


= ]AROL herself knew nothing of motherly 
tears and fatherly anxieties; she lived on 
peacefully in the room where she was 


born. 


But you never would have known that room ; for 
Mr. Bird had a great deal of money, and though he 
felt sometimes as if he wanted to throw it all in the 
ocean, since it could not buy a strong body for his 
little girl, yet he was glad to make the place she 
lived in just as beautiful as it could be. 

The room had been extended by the building of a 
large addition that hung out over the garden below, 
and was so filled with windows that it might have 
been a conservatory. The ones on the side were 
thus still nearer the little Church of our Saviour 
than they used to be; those in front looked out on 
the beautiful harbor, and those in the back com- 
manded a view of nothing in particular but a little 
alley ; — nevertheless, they were pleasantest of all 
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to Carol, for the Ruggles family lived in the alley, 
and the nine little, middle-sized, and big Ruggles 
children were a source of inexhaustible interest. 

The shutters could all be opened and Carol could 
take a real sun-bath in this lovely glass house, or 
they could all be closed when the dear head ached 
or the dear eyes were tired. The carpet was of soft 
gray, with clusters of green bay and holly leaves. 
The furniture was of white wood, on which an artist 
had painted snow scenes and Christmas trees and 
groups of merry children ringing bells and singing 
carols. 

Donald had made a pretty, polished shelf and 
screwed it on the outside of the foot-board, and the 
boys always kept this full of blooming plants, which 
they changed from time to time; the head-board, 
too, had a bracket on either side, where there were 
pots of maiden-hair ferns. 

Love-birds and canaries hung in their golden 
houses in the windows, and they, poor caged things, 
could hop as far from their wooden perches as Carol 
could venture from her little white bed. 

On one side of the room was a bookcase filled with 
hundreds — yes, I mean it — with hundreds and 
hundreds of books; books with gay-colored pictures, 
books without; books with black and white outline- 
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sketches, books with none at all; books with verses, 
books with stories ; books that made children laugh, 
and some that made them cry ; books with words of 
one syllable for tiny boys and girls, and books with 
words of fearful length to puzzle wise ones. 

This was Carol’s “ Circulating Library.” Every 
Saturday she chose ten books, jotting their names 
down in a little diary ; into these she slipped cards 
that said: “ Please keep this book two weeks and 
read it. With love, Carol Bird.” 

Then Mrs. Bird stepped into her carriage and 
took the ten books to the Children’s Hospital, and 
brought home ten others that she had left there the 
fortnight before. 

This was a source of great happiness; for some of 
the Hospital children that were old enough to print 
or write, and were strong enough to do it, wrote 
Carol sweet little letters about the books, and she 
answered them, and they grew to be friends. (It 
is very funny, but you do not always have to see 
people to love them. Just think about it, and see 
if it isn't so.) 

There was a high wainscoting of wood about the 
room, and on top of this, in a narrow gilt framework, 
ran a row of illuminated pictures, illustrating fairy 
tales, all in dull blue and gold and scarlet and silver. 
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From the door to the closet there was the story of 
“The Fair One with Golden Locks;” from closet to 
bookcase, ran “Puss in Boots;” from bookcase to 
fireplace, was “Jack the Giant-killer ;” and on the 
other side of the room were “Hop o’ my Thumb,” 
“The Sleeping Beauty,” and “ Cinderella.” 

Then there was a great closet full of beautiful 
thing's to wear, but they were all dressing-gowns and 
slippers and shawls; and there were drawers full of 
toys and games, but they were such as you could 
play with on your lap. There were no ninepins, nor 
balls, nor bows and arrows, nor bean bags, nor ten- 
nis rackets; but, after all, other children needed 
these more than Carol Bird, for she was always 
happy and contented, whatever she had or whatever 
she lacked; and after the room had been made so 
lovely for her, on her eighth Christmas, she always 
called herself, in fun, a “ Bird of Paradise.” 

On these particular December days she was happier 
than usual, for Uncle Jack was coming from Europe 
to spend the holidays. Dear, funny, jolly, loving, 
wise Uncle Jack, who came every two or three years, 
and brought so much joy with him that the world 
looked as black as a thunder-cloud for a week after 
he went away again. 


The mail had brought this letter : — 
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Lonpon, Nov. 28th, 188-. 

Wish you merry Christmas, you dearest birdlings in America ! 
Preen your feathers, and stretch the Birds’ nest a little, if you 
please, and let Uncle Jack in for the holidays. I am coming 
with such a trunk full of treasures that you ll have to borrow 
the stockings of Barnum’s Giant and Giantess; I am coming 
to squeeze a certain little lady-bird until she cries for mercy; I 
am coming to see if I can find a boy to take care of alittle black 
pony that I bought lately. It’s the strangest thing I ever knew; 
I’ve hunted all over Europe, and can’t find a boy to suit me! 
Ill tell you why. I’ve set my heart on finding one with a 
dimple in his chin, because this pony particularly likes dimples! 
[“Hurrah!” cried Hugh; “bless my dear dimple; I’ll never be 
ashamed of it again.” | 

Please drop a note to the clerk of the weather, and have a 
good, rousing snow-storm — say on the twenty-second. None of 
your meek, gentle, nonsensical, shilly-shallying snow-storms; not 
the sort where the flakes float lazily down from the sky as if 
they did n’t care whether they ever got here or not and then 
melt away as soon as they touch the earth, but a regular busi- 
ness-like whizzing, whirring, blurring, cutting snow-storm, war- 
ranted to freeze and stay on! 

I should like rather a LARGE Christmas tree, if it’s con- 
venient: not one of those “sprigs,” five or six feet high, that 
you used to have three or four years ago, when the birdlings 
were not fairly feathered out, but a tree of some size. Set it up 
in the garret, if necessary, and then we can cut a hole in the roof 
if the tree chances to be too high for the room. 

Tell Bridget to begin to fatten a turkey. Tell her that by the 
twentieth of December that turkey must not be able to stand on 
its legs for fat, and then on the next three days she must allow 
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it to recline easily on its side, and stuff it to bursting. (One 
ounce of stuffing beforehand is worth a pound afterwards.) 

The pudding must be unusually huge, and darkly, deeply, lu- 
gubriously blue in color. It must be stuck so full of plums that 
the pudding itself will ooze out into the pan and not be brought 
on to the table at all. I expect to be there by the twentieth, to 
manage these little things myself, — remembering it is the early 
Bird that catches the worm, — but give you the instructions in 
ease I should be delayed. 

And Carol must decide on the size of the tree — she knows 
best, she was a Christmas child; and she must plead for the 
snow-storm — the “clerk of the weather ”’ may pay some atten- 
tion to her; and she must look up the boy with the dimple for 
me — she’s likelier to find him than I am, this minute. She 
must advise about the turkey, and Bridget must bring the pud- 
ding to her bedside and let her drop every separate plum into it 
and stir it once for luck, or I'll not eat a single slice — for Carol 
is the dearest part of Christmas to Uncle Jack, and he ’Il have 
rene of it without her. She is better than all the turkeys and © 
puddings and apples and spare-ribs and wreaths and garlands. 
and mistletoe and stockings and chimneys and sleigh-bells in 
Christendom! She is the very sweetest Christmas Carol that 
was ever written, said, sung, or chanted, and I am coming, as 
fast as ships and railway trains can carry me, to tell her so. 


Carol’s joy knew no bounds. Mr. and Mrs. Bird 
laughed like children and kissed each other for sheer 
delight, and when the boys heard it they simply 
whooped like wild Indians ; until the Ruggles family, 
whose back yard joined their garden, gathered at the 
door and wondered what was “ up” in the big house. 


IV. 


“BIRDS OF A FEATHER FLOCK TOGETHER.” 


mm MINCLE Jack did really come on the twentieth. 
dF He was not detained by business, nor did 
4} he get left behind nor snowed up, as fre- 
quently happens in stories, and in real life too, I am 
afraid. The snow-storm came also; and the turkey 
nearly died a natural and premature death from 
overeating. Donald came, too; Donald, with a line 
of down upon his upper lip, and Greek and Latin on 
his tongue, and stores of knowledge in his handsome 
head, and stories — bless me, you could n’t turn 
over a chip without reminding Donald of something 
that happened “ at College.” One or the other was 
always at Carol’s bedside, for they fancied her paler 
than she used to be, and they could not bear her out 
of sight. It was Uncle Jack, though, who sat beside 
her in the winter twilights. The room was quiet, 
and almost dark, save for the snow-light outside, 
and the flickering flame of the fire, that danced over 
the “Sleeping Beauty’s” face and touched the Fair 
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One’s golden locks with ruddier glory. Carol’s hand 
(all too thin and white these latter days) lay close 
clasped in Uncle Jack’s, and they talked together 
quietly of many, many things. 

“ T want to tell you all about my plans for Christ- 
mas this year, Uncle Jack,” said Carol, on the first 
evening of his visit, “ because it will be the loveliest 
one I ever had. The boys laugh at me for caring so 
much about it; but it isn’t altogether because it is 
Christmas nor because it 1s my birthday ; but long, 
long ago, when I first began to be ill, I used to 
think, the first thing when I waked on Christmas 
morning, ‘ To-day is Christ’s birthday — and mine!’ 
I did not put the words close together, you know, 
because that made it seem too bold; but I first said, 
‘Christ’s birthday,’ out loud, and then, in a minute, 
softly to myself —‘and mine!’ ‘Christ’s birthday 
—and mine!’ And soI do not quite feel about 
Christmas as other girls do. Mamma says she sup- 
poses that ever so many other children have been 
born on that day. I often wonder where they are, 
Uncle Jack, and whether it is a dear thought to 
them, too, or whether I am so much in bed, and so 
often alone, that it means more to me. Oh, I do 
hope that none of them are poor, or cold, or hun- 
gry ; and I wish, I wish they were ali as happy as I, 
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because they are really my little brothers and sisters. 
Now, Uncle Jack dear, 1 am going to try and make 
somebody happy every single Christmas that I live, 
and this year it is to be the ‘Ruggleses in the 
rear.’ ”’ 

“That large and interesting brood of children in 
the little house at the end of the back garden?” 

“Yes; is n't it nice to see so many together? — 
and, Uncle Jack, why do the big families always 
live in the little houses, and the little families in the 
big houses? We ought to call them the Ruggles 
children, of course; but Donald began talking of 
them as the ‘ Ruggleses in the rear,’ and Papa and 
Mamma took it up, and now we cannot seem to help 
it. The house was built for Mr. Carter’s coachman, 
but Mr. Carter lives in Europe, and the gentleman 
who rents his place for him does n’t care what hap- 
pens to it, and so this poor family came to live there. 
When they first moved in, I used to sit m my win- 
dow and watch them play in their back yard; they 
are so strong, and jolly, and good-natured; — and 
then, one day, I had a terrible headache, and Donald 
asked them if they would please not scream quite so 
loud, and they explained that they were having a 
game of circus, but that they would change and play 
‘Deaf and Dumb Asylum’ all the afternoon.” 
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“Ha, ha, ha!”’ laughed Uncle Jack, “what an 
obliging family, to be sure.” 

“ Yes, we all thought it very funny, and I smiled at 
them from the window when I was well enough to be 
up again. Now, Sarah Maud comes to her door when 
the children come home from school, and if Mamma 
nods her head, ‘ Yes,’ that means ‘ Carol is very well,’ 
and then you ought to hear the little Ruggleses yell, 
—I believe they try to see how much noise they can 
make; but if Mamma shakes her head, ‘No,’ they 
always play at quiet games. Then, one day, ‘Cary,’ 
my pet canary, flew out of her cage, and Peter Rug- 
gles caught her and brought her back, and I had 
him up here in my room to thank him.” 

“Ts Peter the oldest?” 

“No; Sarah Maud is the oldest—she helps do 
the washing; and Peter is the next. He is a dress- 
maker’s boy.” 

“ And which is the pretty little red-haired girl?” 

“ That ’s Kitty.” 

“ And the fat youngster ?” 

“ Baby Larry.” 

“ And that — most — freckled one ?” 

“ Now, don’t laugh — that’s Peoria.” 

“Carol, you are joking.” 

“No, really, Uncle dear. She was born in Peoria ; 
that’s all.” 
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“ And is the next boy Oshkosh ? ” 

“ No,” laughed Carol, “ the others are Susan, and 
Clement, and Hily, and Cornelius ; they all look 
exactly alike except that some of them have more 
freckles than the others.” 

“How did you ever learn all their names ?” 

“ Well, I have what I call a ‘ window-school.’ It 
is too cold now; but in warm weather I am wheeled 
out on my little balcony, and the Ruggleses climb 
up and walk along our garden fence, and sit down on 
the roof of our carriage-house. That brings them 
quite near, and I read to them and tell them stories. 
On Thanksgiving Day they came up for a few min- 
utes, — it was quite warm at eleven o’clock, — and 
we told each other what we had to be thankful for : 
but they gave such queer answers that Papa had to 
run away for fear of laughing; and I couldn’t un- 
derstand them very well. Susan was thankful for 
‘trunks,’ of all things in the world; Cornelius, for 
‘horse-cars ;’ Kitty, for ‘ pork steak;’ while Clem, 
who is very quiet, brightened up when I came to 
him, and said he was thankful for ‘ his lame puppy.’ 
Was n't that pretty?” 

“Tt might teach some of us a lesson, might ’t it, 
little girl?” 

“That’s what Mamma said. Now I’m going to 
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give this whole Christmas to the Ruggleses; and, 
Uncle Jack, I earned part of the money myself.” 

“ You, my bird; how?” 

“Well, you see, it could not be my own, own 
Christmas if Papa gave me all the money, and I 
thought to really keep Christ’s birthday I ought to 
do something of my very own; and so I talked 
with Mamma. Of course she thought of something 
lovely; she always does: Mamma’s head is just 
brimming over with lovely thoughts, — all I have 
to do is ask, and out pops the very one I want. 
This thought was to let her write down, just as I 
told her, a description of how a little girl lived in 
her own room for three years, and what she did to 
amuse herself; and we sent it to a magazine and 
got twenty-five dollars for it. Just think!” 

“Well, well,” cried Uncle Jack, “ my little girl a 
real author! And what are you going to do with 
this wonderful ‘ own’ money of yours?” 

“T shall give the nme Ruggleses a grand Christ- 
mas dinner here in this very room — that will be 
Papa’s contribution, —and afterwards a beautiful 
Christmas tree, fairly blooming with presents — 
that will be my part; for I have another way of 
adding to my twenty-five dollars, so that I can 
buy everything I like. I should like it very much 
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if you would sit at the head of the table, Uncle 
Jack, for nobody could ever be frightened of you, 
you dearest, dearest, dearest thing that ever was! 
Mamma is going to help us, but Papa and the boys 
are going to eat together downstairs for fear of 
making the little Ruggleses shy; and after we’ve 
had a merry time with the tree we can open my win- 
dow and all listen together to the music at the even- 
ing church-service, if it comes before the children 
go. I have written a letter to the organist, and 
asked him if I might have the two songs I like best. 
Will you see if it is all right?” 


Brrps’ Nest, Dee. 21st, 188-. 

Dear Mr. Witxir,—TI[ am the little sick girl who lives 
next door to the church, and, as I seldom go out, the music on 
practice days and Sundays is one of my greatest pleasures. 

I want to know if you can have “Carol, brothers, carol,’ on 
Christmas night, and if the boy who sings “ My ain countree” 
so beautifully may please sing that too. I think it is the love- 
liest thing in the world, but it always make me cry; does n’t 
it you? 

Tf it is n’t too much trouble, I hope they can sing them both 
quite early, as after ten o’clock I may be asleep. 

Yours Respectfully, Caro Brrp. 

P. S. — The reason I like “ Carol, brothers, carol,” is because 
the choir-boys sang it eleven years ago, the morning I was born, 
and put it into Mamma’s head to call me Carol. She did n’t 
remember then that my other name would be Bird, because 
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she was half asleep, and could only think of one thing at a time. 
Donald says if I had been born on the Fourth of July they 
would have named me “ Independence,” or if on the twenty- 
second of February, “ Georgina,” or even “Cherry,” like Cherry 
in “Martin Chuzzlewit;” but I like my own name and birth- 
day best. Yours truly, 

Caro Birp. 


Uncle Jack thought the letter quite nght, and did | 
not even smile at her telling the organist so many 
family items. 

The days flew by as they always fly in holiday 
time, and it was Christmas eve before anybody knew 
it. The family festival was quiet and very pleasant, 
but almost overshadowed by the grander preparations 
for the next day. Carol and Elfmda, her pretty 
German nurse, had ransacked books, and introduced. 
so many plans, and plays, and customs, and merry- 
makings from Germany, and Holland, and England, 
and a dozen other countries, that you would scarcely 
have known how or where you were keeping Christ- 
mas. ven the dog and the cat had enjoyed their 
celebration under Carol’s direction. Each had a 
tiny table with a lighted candle in the centre, and 
a bit of Bologna sausage placed very near it; and 
everybody laughed till the tears stood in their eyes 
to see Villikins and Dinah struggle to nibble the 
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sausages, and at the same time to evade the candle 
flame. Villikins barked, and sniffed, and howled in 
impatience, and after many vain attempts succeeded 
in dragging off the prize, though he singed his nose 
in doing it. Dinah, meanwhile, watched him placidly, 
her delicate nostrils quivermg with expectation, and, 
after all excitement had subsided, walked with dig- 
nity to the table, her beautiful gray satin trail sweep- 
ing behind her, and, calmly putting up one velvet 
paw, drew the sausage gently down, and walked out 
of the room without “ turning a hair,” so to speak. 
Klfrida had scattered handfuls of seed over the 
snow in the garden, that the wild birds might have 
a comfortable breakfast next morning, and had 
stuffed bundles of dry grasses in the fireplaces, so 
that the reindeer of Santa Claus could refresh them- 
selves after their long gallops across country. This 
was really only done for fun, but it pleased Carol. 
And when, after dinner, the whole family had 
gone to church to see the Christmas decorations, 
Carol limped out on her little crutches, and with 
Elfrida’s help, placed all the family boots in a row 
in the upper hall. That was to keep the dear ones 
from quarreling all through the year. There were 
Papa’s stout top boots; Mamma’s pretty buttoned 
shoes next; then Uncle Jack’s, Donald’s, Paul’s, 
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and Hugh’s; and at the end of the line her own 
little white worsted slippers. Last, and sweetest of 
all, like the little children in Austria, she put a 
lighted candle in her window to guide the dear 
Christ- child, lest he should stumble in the dark 
night as he passed up the deserted street. This 
done, she dropped into bed, a rather tired, but very 
happy Christmas fairy. 
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EFORE the earliest Ruggles could wake 
and toot his five-cent tin horn, Mrs. Rug- 
gles was up and stirring about the house, 

for it was a gala day in the family. Gala day! I 

should think so! Were not her nine “ childern ” 

invited to a dinner-party at the great house, and 
were n’t they going to sit down free and equal with 
the mightiest in the land? She had been preparing 
for this grand occasion ever since the receipt of the 
invitation, which, by the way, had been speedily en- 
shrined in an old photograph frame and hung under 
the looking-elass in the most prominent place in the 

kitchen, where it stared the occasional visitor di- 

rectly in the eye, and made him livid with envy : — 


Birps’ Nest, Dee. 17th, 188-. 
Dear Mrs. Ruaeres, —I am going to have a dinner-party 
on Christmas day, and would like to have all your children 
come. I want them every one, please, from Sarah Maud to 
Baby Larry. Mamma says dinner will be at half past five, and 
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the Christmas tree at seven ; so you may expect them home at 
nine o'clock. Wishing you a Merry Christmas and a Happy 
New Year, I am, yours truly, 

Caro. Brrp. 


Breakfast was on the table promptly at seven 
o'clock, and there was very little of it, too; for it 
was an excellent day for short rations, though Mrs. 
Ruggles heaved a sigh as she reflected that the 
boys, with their India-rubber stomachs, would be 
just as hungry the day after the dinner-party as if 
they had never had any at all. 

As soon as the scanty meal was over, she an- 
nounced the plan of the campaign: “ Now Susan, 
you an’ Kitty wash up the dishes; an’ Peter, can’t 
yer spread up the beds, so ’*t I can git ter cuttin’ out 
Larry’s new suit? I ain’t satisfied with his clo’se, 
an’ I thought in the night of a way to make him a 
dress out o’ my old red plaid shaw! — kind o’ Scotch 
style, yer know, with the fringe *t the bottom. — 
Hily, you go find the comb and take the snarls out 
the fringe. You little boys clear out from under 
foot! Clem, you and Con hop into bed with Larry 
while I wash yer underflannins; *t won’t take long 
to dry ’em. — Yes, I know it’s bothersome, but yer 
can't go int’ s’ciety ’thout takin’ some trouble, *n’ 
anyhow I could n’t git round to ’em last night. — 
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Sarah Maud, I think ’t would be perfeckly han’som’ 
if you ripped them brass buttons off yer uncle’s 
policeman’s coat ’n’ sewed ’em in a row up the front 
o’ yer green skirt. Susan, you must iron out yours 
‘n’ Kitty’s apurns; ’n’ there, I come mighty near 
forgettin’ Peory’s stockin’s! I counted the whole 
lot last night when I was washin’ of ’em, ’n’ there 
ain’t but nineteen anyhow yer fix ’em, ’n’ no nine 
pairs mates nohow; ’n’ I ain’t goin’ ter have my 
childern wear odd stockin’s to a dinner-comp’ny, 
fetched up as I was ! — Hily, can’t you run out and 
ask Mis’ Cullen ter lend me a pair o’ stockin’s for 
Peory, ’n’ tell her if she will, Peory ‘ll give Jim 
half her candy when she gets home. Won’t yer, 
Peory ?” 

Peoria was young and greedy, and thought the 
remedy so out of all proportion to the disease, that 
she set up a deafening howl at the projected bargain 
— a howl so rebellious and so entirely out of season 
that her mother started in her direction with flash- 
ing eye and uplifted hand; but she let it fall sud- 
denly, saying, “ No, I vow I won’t lick ye Christmas 
day, if yer drive me crazy; but speak up smart, 
now, ‘n’ say whether yer’d ruther give Jim Cullen 
half yer candy or go bare-legged ter the party?” 
The matter being put so plainly, Peoria collected her 
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faculties, dried her tears, and chose the lesser evil, 
Clem having hastened the decision by an affection- 
ate wink, that meant he’d go halves with her on 
his candy. 

“That ’s a lady ;” cried her mother. “ Now, you 
young ones that ain’t doin’ nothin’, play all yer want 
ter before noontime, for after ye git through eatin’ 
at twelve o’clock me ’n’ Sarah Maud’s goin’ ter give 
yer sech a washin’ ’n’ combin’ ’n’ dressin’ as yer 
never had before ’n’ never will agin likely, ’n’ then 
I’m goin’ to set yer down ’n’ give yer two solid 
hours trainin’ im manners; ’n’ ’t won’t be no foolin’ 
neither.” 

“ All we ’ve got ter do’s go eat !”’ grumbled Peter. — 

“Well, that’s enough,” responded his mother; 
“there ’s more ’n one way of catin’, let me tell yer, 
’n’ youve got a heap ter learn about it, Peter Rug- 
gles. Land sakes, I wish you children could see the 
way I was fetched up to eat. I never took a meal 
o vittles in the kitchen before I married Ruggles ; 
but yer can’t keep up that style with nine young 
ones ’n’ yer Pa always off ter sea.” 

The big Ruggleses worked so well, and the little 
Ruggleses kept from “under foot” so successfully, 
that by one o’clock nine complete toilets were laid 
out in solemn grandeur on the beds. I say, “ com- 


SOME OTHER BIRDS ARE TAUGHT TO FLY. 35 


plete;”’ but I do not know whether they would be 
called so in the best society. The law of compensa- 
tion had been well applied: he that had necktie had 
no cuffs; she that had sash had no handkerchief, 
and vice versa; but they all had shoes and a certain 
amount of clothing, such as it was, the outside layer 
being in every case quite above criticism. 

“ Now, Sarah Maud,” said Mrs. Ruggles, her face 
shining with excitement, “everything ’s red up an’ 
we can begin. I’ve got a boiler ’n’ a kettle ’n’ a 
pot o’ hot water. Peter, you go into the back bed- 
room, ’n’ I ’ll take Susan, Kitty, Peory, ’n’ Corne- 
lus; *n’ Sarah Maud, you take Clem, ’n’ Hily, ’n’ 
Larry, one to a time. Scrub ’em ’n’ rinse ’em, or 
*t any rate git ’s fur’s yer can with ’em, and then 
Ill finish ’em off while you do yerself.” 

Sarah Maud could n’t have scrubbed with any 
more decision and force if she had been doing floors, 
and the little Ruggleses bore it bravely, not from 
natural heroism, but for the joy that was set be- 
fore them. Not being satisfied, however, with the 
“tone” of their complexions, and feeling that the 
number of freckles to the square inch was too many 
to be tolerated in the highest social circles, she 
wound up operations by applying a little Bristol 
brick from the knife-board, which served as the pro- 
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verbial “last straw,” from under which the little 
Ruggleses issued rather red and raw and out of tem- 
per. When the clock struck four they were all 
clothed, and most of them in their right minds, 
ready for those last touches that always take the 
most time. 

Kitty’s red hair was curled in thirty-four ringlets, 
Sarah Maud’s was braided in one pig-tail, and 
Susan’s and Hily’s in two braids apiece, while 
Peoria’s resisted all advances in the shape of hair 
oils and stuck out straight on all sides, like that of 
the Circassian girl of the cireus —so Clem said ; and 
he was sent into the bedroom for it, too, from 
whence he was dragged out forgivingly by Peoria 
herself, five miautes later. Then, exciting moment, 
came linen collars for some and neckties and bows 
for others, —a magnificent green glass breastpin was 
sewed into Peter’s purple necktie, — and Eureka! 
the Ruggleses were dressed, and Solomon in all his 
glory was not arrayed like one of these! 

A row of seats was then formed directly through 
the middle of the kitchen. Of course there were 
not quite chairs enough for ten, since the family had 
rarely wanted to sit down all at once, somebody 
always being out, or in bed, but the wood-box and 


the coal-hod finished out the line nicely. The chil- 
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dren took their places according to age, Sarah Maud 
at the head and Larry on the coal-hod, and Mrs. 
Ruggles seated herself in front, surveymg them 
proudly as she wiped the sweat of honest toil from 
her brow. 

“ Well,” she exclaimed, “if I do say so as 
should n’t, I never see a cleaner, more stylish mess 
o childern in my life! I do wish Ruggles could 
look at ye for a minute! — Larry Ruggles, how 
many times have I got ter tell yer not ter keep 
pullin’ at yer sash? Haven’t I told yer if it comes 
ontied, yer waist ’n’ skirt “Il part comp’ny in the 
middle, *n’ then where ’il yer be ?— Now look me 
in the eye, all of yer! I’ve of’en told yer what 
kind of a family the McGrills was. I’ve got reason 
to be proud, goodness knows! Your Uncle is on 
the police force o’ New York city; you can take up 
the paper most any day an’ see his name printed out 
—James McGrill, —’n’ I can’t have my children 
fetched up common, like some folks’; when they go 
out they ’ve got to have close, and learn to act 
decent! Now I want ter see how yer goin’ to be- 
have when yer git there to-night. Let’s start m at 
the beginnin’ ’n’ act out the whole business. Pile 
into the bedroom, there, every last one of ye, ’n’ 
show me how yer goin’ to go int’ the parlor This ’ll 
be the parlor, ’n’ I’ll be Mis’ Bird.” 
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The youngsters hustled into the next room in high 
glee, and Mrs. Ruggles drew herself up in the chair 
with an infinitely haughty and purse-proud expres- 
sion that much better suited a descendant of the 
McGrills than modest Mrs. Bird. 

‘The bedroom was small, and there presently ensued 
such a clatter that you would have thought a herd 
of wild cattle had broken loose. The door opened, 
and they straggled in, all the little ones giggling, 
with Sarah Maud at the head, looking as if she had 
been caught in the act of stealing sheep; while 
Larry, being last in line, seemed to think the door a 
sort of gate of heaven wh:ch would be shut in his 
face if he did n’t get there in time; accordingly he 
struggled ahead of his elders and disgraced himself 
by tumbling in head foremost. 

Mrs. Ruggles looked severe. “There, I knew 
yer’d do it in some sech fool way! Now go in 
there and try it over again, every last one o’ ye, “n’ 
if Larry can’t come in on two legs he can stay ter 
home, — d’ yer hear?” 

The matter began to assume a graver aspect; the 
httle Ruggleses stopped giggling and backed into the 
bedroom, issuing presently with lock step, Indian 
file, a scared and hunted expression in every counte- 
nance. 
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“No, no, no!” cried Mrs. Ruggles, in despair. 
“That ’s worse yet; yer look for all the world like 
a gang o’ prisners! There ain’t no style ter that: 
spread out more, can’t yer, ’n’ act kind o’ careless 
like — nobody ’s goin’ ter kill ye!” The third time 
brought deserved success, and the pupils took their 
seats in the row. “ Now, yer know,” said Mrs. Rug- 
gles impressively, “there ain’t enough decent hats 
to go round, ’n’ if there was I don’ know’s I ’d 
let yer wear ’em, for the boys would never think to 
take ’em off when they got inside — but anyhow, 
there ain’t enough good ones. Now, look me in the 
eye. You need n’t wear no hats, none of yer, ’n’ 
when yer get int’ the parlor, ’n’ they ask yer ter 
lay off yer hats, Sarah Maud must speak up ’n’ 
say 1b was sech a pleasant evenin’ ’n’ sech a short 
walk that yer left yer hats to home to save trouble. 
Now, can yer remember ?” 

All the little Ruggleses shouted, “ Yes, marm ! ” 
in chorus. 

“What have you got ter do with it?” demanded 
their mother ; “did I tell you to say it? Warn’t I 
talkin’ ter Sarah Maud ?” 

The little Ruggleses hung their diminished heads. 
“Yes, marm,” they piped, more feebly. 

“Now git up, all of ye, an’ try it.——Speak up, 
Sarah Maud.” 
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Sarah Maud’s tongue clove to the roof of her 
mouth. 

“ Quick !” 

‘Ma thought —it was—sech a pleasant hat that 
we ’d — wed better leave our short walk to home,” 
recited Sarah Maud, in an agony of mental effort. 

This was too much for the boys. An earthquake 
of suppressed giggles swept all along the line. 

“ Oh, whatever shall I do with yer?” moaned the 
unhappy mother; “I s’pose I ’ve got to learn it to 
yer!” —- which she did, word for word, until Sarah 
Maud thought she could stand on her head and say 
it backwards. 

“‘ Now Cornelius, what are you goin’ ter say ter 
make yerself good comp’ny ?” 

“Me? Dunno!” said Cornelius, turning pale. 

“ Well, ye ain’t goin’ to set there like a bump on 
a log ’thout sayin’ a word ter pay for yer vittles, air 
ye? Ask Mis’ Bird how she’s feelin’ this evenin’, 
or if Mr. Bird’s hevin’ a busy season, or how this 
kind o’ weather agrees with him, or somethin’ like 
that. — Now we ’ll make b’lieve we ’ve got ter the 
dinner — that won’t be so hard, ’cause yer’ll have 
somethin’ to do —it’s awful bothersome to stan’ 
round an’ act stylish. —If they have napkins, Sarah 
Maud down to Peory may put ’em in their laps, ’n’ 
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the rest of ye can tuck ’em in yer necks. Don’t eat 
with yer fingers — don’t grab no vittles off one 
‘nother’s plates; don’t reach out for nothin’, but 
wait till yer asked, ’n’ if you never git asked don’t 
git up and grab it.— Don’t spill nothin’ on the 
tablecloth, or like ’s not Mis’ Bird ’ll send yer away 
from the table—/’n’ I hope she will if yer do! 
(Susan! keep your handkerchief in your lap where 
Peory can borry it if she needs it, ’n’ I hope she “I! 
know when she does need it, though I don’t expect 
it.) Now well try a few things ter see how they ‘I! 
go! Mr. Clement, do you eat cramb’ry sarse ?” 

“Bet yer life!” cried Clem, who in the excite- 
ment of the moment had not taken in the idea 
exactly and had mistaken this for an ordinary bo- 
som-of-the-family question. 

“Clement McGrill Ruggles, do you mean to tell 
me that you ’d say that to a dinner-party? I’ll give 
ye one more chance. Mr. Clement, will you take 
some of the cramb’ry?” 

“Yes marm, thank ye kindly, if you happen ter 
have any handy.” 

“Very good, indeed! But they won’t give yer 
two tries to-night,— yer just remember that! — 
Miss Peory, do you speak for white or dark meat?” 

“TJ ain’t perticler as ter color,— anything that 
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nobody else wants, will suit me,” answered Peory 
with her best air. 

‘“‘ First-rate! nobody could speak more genteel 
than that. Miss Kitty, will you have hard or soft 
sarse with your pudden ?” 

“Hard or soft? Oh! A little of both, if you 
please, an’ I’m much obliged,” said Katty, bowing 
with decided ease and grace ; at which all the other 
Ruggleses pointed the finger of shame at her, and 
Peter grunted expressively, that their meaning 
might not be mistaken. 

“You just stop your gruntin’, Peter Ruggles; 
that warn’t greedy, that was all right. I wish I 
could git it inter your heads that it ain’t so much 
what yer say, as the way you say it. Lily, you an’ 
Larry ’s too little to train, so you just look at the 
rest, an’ do’s they do, ’n’ the Lord have mercy on 
ye ‘n’ help ye to act decent! Now, is there any- 
thing more ye’d like to practice ?”’ 

“If yer tell me one more thing, I can’t set up 
an’ eat,” said Peter, gloomily ; “I’m so cram full o’ 
manners now I’m ready ter bust, ’thout no dinner 
at all.” 

“‘ Me too,” chimed in Cornelius. 

“Well, I’m sorry for yer both,’ rejoimed Mrs. 
Ruggles, sarcastically ; “if the ’mount o’ manners 
yer ‘ve got on hand now troubles ye, you ’re dread- 
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ful easy hurt! Now, Sarah Maud, after dinner, 
about once in so often, you must git up ’n’ say, ‘I 
guess we'd better be goin’ ;’ ’n’ if they say, ‘ Oh, 
no, set a while longer,’ yer can set; but if they 
don’t say nothin’ you’ve got ter get up ’n’ go. — 
Now hev yer got that int’ yer head?” 

“ About once in so often!” Could any words 
in the language be fraught with more terrible and 
wearing uncertainty ? 

“Well,” answered Sarah Maud, mournfully, 
“seems as if this whole dinner-party set right square 
on top o' me! Mebbe I could manage my own 
manners, but ter manage nine mannerses is worse 
’n staying to home!” 

“Oh, don’t fret,” said her mother, good naturedly, 
“T guess you'll git along. I would n’t mind if 
folks would only say, ‘ Oh, childern will be childern ;’ 
but they won’t. They ’ll say, ‘ Land o’ Goodness, 
who fetched them childern up ?’ — It’s quarter past 
five, *n’ yer can go now:—remember ‘bout the 
hats, — don’t all talk ter once, — Susan, lend yer 
han’k’chief ter Peory, — Peter, don’t keep screwin’ 
yer scarf-pin, — Cornelius, hold yer head up straight, 
— Sarah Maud, don’t take yer eyes off o’ Larry, ’W 
Larry you keep holt o’ Sarah Maud ’n’ do jest as 
she says, —’n’ whatever you do, all of yer, never for- 
git for one second that yer mother was a McGrill.” 


VI. 


“WHEN THE PIE WAS OPENED, 
THE BIRDS BEGAN TO SING!” 


| Fea LL children went out of the back door qui- 
vq We| etly, and were presently lost to sight, 
eZ S24) Sarah Maud slipping and stumbling along 
ae elie) as she recited rapidly under her 
breath, “ Itwassuchapleasantevenin’n’suchashortwalk, 
thatwethoughtwe’dleaveourhatstohome.” 

Peter rang the door-bell, and presently a servant . 
admitted them, and, whispering something in Sarah’s 
ear, drew her downstairs into the kitchen. The 
other Ruggleses stood in horror-stricken groups as 
the door closed behind ther commanding officer ; 
but there was no time for reflection, for a voice 
from above was heard, saying, “ Come right upstairs, 
please !” 


“Theirs not to make reply, 
Theirs not to reason why, 
Theirs but to do or die.” 


Accordingly they walked upstairs, and Hlfrida, 
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the nurse, ushered them into a room more splendid 
than anything they had ever seen. But, oh woe! 
where was Sarah Maud! and was it Fate that Mrs. 
Bird should say, at once, “ Did you lay your hats in 
the hall?” Peter felt himself elected by circum- 
stance the head of the family, and, casting one im- 
ploring look at tongue-tied Susan, standing next 
him, said huskily, “It was so very pleasant — that 
—that—” “That we hadn’t good hats enough 
to go round,” put in little Susan, bravely, to help 
him out, and then froze with horror that the ill-fated 
words had slipped off her tongue. 

However, Mrs. Bird said, pleasantly, “ Of course 
you would n’t wear hats such a short distance — I 
forgot when I asked. Now will you come right in 
to Miss Carol’s room? She is so anxious to see 
you.” 

Just then Sarah Maud came up the back-stairs, so 
radiant with joy from her secret interview with the 
cook that Peter could have pinched her with a clear 
conscience, and Carol gave them a joyful welcome. 
* But where is Baby Larry?” she cried, looking 
over the group with searching eye. “Didn't he 
come ?” 

“Larry! Larry!” Good gracious, where was 
Larry? They were all sure that he had come in 
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with them, for Susan remembered scolding him for 
tripping over the door-mat. Uncle Jack went into 
convulsions of laughter. “ Are you sure there were 
nine of you?” he asked, merrily. 

“T think so, sir,” said Peoria, timidly ; “ but any- 
how, there was Larry ;”’ and she showed signs of 
weeping. 

“Oh, well, cheer up!” cried Uncle Jack. “I 
guess he’s not lost — only mislaid. I’ll go and find 
him before you can say Jack Robinson !” 

“T ll go, too, if you please, sir,” said Sarah Maud, 
“for it was my place to mind him, an’ if he’s lost 
I can’t relish my vittles! ” 

The other Ruggleses stood rooted to the floor. 
Was this a dinner-party, forsooth; and if so, why 
were such things ever spoken of as festive occa- 
sions ? 

Sarah Maud went out through the hall, calling, 
“Larry! Larry!” and without any interval of sus- 
pense a thin voice piped up from below, “ Here I 
be!” 

The truth was that Larry, being deserted by his 
natural guardian, dropped behind the rest, and wrig- 
gled into the hat-tree to wait for her, having no no- 
tion of walking unprotected into the jaws of a din- 
ner-party. Finding that she did not come, he tried 
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to craw! from his refuge and call somebody, when — 
dark and dreadful ending to a tragic day —he found 
that he was too much intertwined with umbrellas 
and canes to move a single step. He was afraid to 
yell! (when I have said this of Larry Ruggles I 
have pictured a state of helpless terror that ought to 
wring tears from every eye;) and the sound of Sarah 
Maud’s beloved voice, some seconds later, was like a 
strain of angel music in his ears. Uncle Jack dried 
his tears, carried him upstairs, and soon had him in 
breathless fits of laughter, while Carol so made the 
other Ruggleses forget themselves that they were 
presently talking like accomplished diners-out. 

Carol’s bed had been moved into the farthest cor- 
ner of the room, and she was lying on the outside, 
dressed in a wonderful soft white wrapper. Her 
golden hair fell in fluffy curls over her white fore- 
head and neck, her cheeks flushed delicately, her 
eyes beamed with joy, and the children told their 
mother, afterwards, that she looked as beautiful as 
the angels in the picture books. 

There was a great bustle behind a huge screen in 
another part of the room, and at half past five this 
was taken away, and the Christmas dinner-table 
stood revealed. What a wonderful sight it was to 
the poor little Ruggles children, who ate their some- 

D 


50 THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL. 


times scanty meals on the kitchen table! It blazed 
with tall colored candles, it gleamed with glass and 
silver, it blushed with flowers, it groaned with good 
things to eat; so it was not strange that the Rug- 
gleses, forgetting that their mother was a McGuill, 
shrieked in admiration of the fairy spectacle. But 
Larry’s behavior was the most disgraceful, for he 
stood not upon the order of his going, but went at 
once for a high chair that pointed unmistakably to 
him, climbed up like a squirrel, gave a comprehen- 
sive look at the turkey, clapped his hands in ecstasy, 
rested his fat arms on the table, and cried with joy, 
“1 beat the hull lot o yer!” Carol laughed until 
she cried, giving orders, meanwhile, — “ Uncle Jack, 
please sit at the head, Sarah Maud at the foot, and 
that will leave four on each side; Mamma is going 
to help Elfrida, so that the children need not look 
after each other, but just have a good time.” 

A sprig of holly lay by each plate, and nothing 
would do but each little Ruggles must leave his seat 
and have it pmned on by Carol, and as each course 
was served, one of them pleaded to take something 
to her. There was hurrying to and fro, I can as: 
sure you, for it is quite a difficult matter to serve a 
Christmas dinner on the third floor of a great city 
house; but if it had been necessary to carry every 
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THE RUGGLESES NEVER FORGOT 
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dish up a rope ladder the servants would gladly have 
done so. There were turkey and chicken, with deli- 
cious gravy and stuffing, and there were half a dozen 
vegetables, with cranberry jelly, and celery, and 
pickles; and as for the way these delicacies were 
served, the Ruggleses never forgot it as long as they 
lived. 

Peter nudged Kitty, who sat next him, and said, 
“ Look, will yer, ewry feller’s got his own partic’lar 
butter; I spose that’s to show you can eat that 
‘n’ nomore. No, it ain’t either, for that pig of a 
Peory ’s just gettin’ another helpin’ !” 

“Yes,” whispered Kitty, “an’ the napkins is 
marked with big red letters! I wonder if that’s so 
nobody “Il nip ’em ; an’ oh, Peter, look at the pictures 
stickin’ right on ter the dishes! Did yer ever?” 

“The plums is all took out o’ my cramb’ry sarse 
an’ it’s friz to a stiff jell’ !” whispered LECH | in 
wild excitement. 

“ Hi— yah! I got a wish-bone!” sang Larry, 
regardless of Sarah Maud’s frown ; after which she 
asked to have his seat changed, giving as excuse 
that he “gen’ally set beside her, an’ would feel 
strange ;”’ the true reason being that she desired to 
kick him gently, under the table, whenever he passed 
what might be termed “ the McGrill line.” 
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“TY declare to goodness,” murmured Susan, on 
the other side, “ there’s so much to look at I can’t 
scarcely eat nothin’ !” 

“Bet yer life I can!” said Peter, who had kept 
one servant busily employed ever since he sat down ; 
for, luckily, no one was asked by Uncle Jack whether 
he would have a second helping, but the dishes were 
quietly passed under their noses, and not a single 
Ruggles refused anything that was offered him, even 
unto the seventh time. 

Then, when Carol and Uncle Jack perceived that 
more turkey was a physical impossibility, the meats 
were taken off and the dessert was brought in —a 
dessert that would have frightened a strong man 
after such a dinner as had preceded it. Not so the 
Ruggleses — for a strong man is nothing to a small 
boy —and they kindled to the dessert as if the 
turkey had been a dream and the six vegetables an 
optical delusion. There were plum-pudding, mince- 
pie, and ice-cream; and there were nuts, and raisins, 
and oranges. Kitty chose ice-cream, explaining 
that she knew it “by sight, though she had n’t 
never tasted none;” but all the rest took the entire 
variety, without any regard to consequences. 

“ My dear child,’ whispered Uncle Jack, as he 
took Carol an orange, “ there is no doubt about the 
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necessity of this feast, but 1 do advise you after this 
to have them twice a year, or quarterly perhaps, for 
the way these children eat is positively dangerous ; 
I assure you I tremble for that terrible Peoria. I’m 
going to run races with her after dinner.” 

“Never mind,” laughed Carol; “let them have 
enough for once ; it does my heart good to see them, 
and they shall come oftener next year.” 

The feast being over, the Ruggleses lay back in 
their chairs languidly, like little gorged boa-con- 
strictors, and the table was cleared in a trice. Then 
a door was opened into the next room, and there, 
in a corner facing Carol’s bed, which had been 
wheeled as close as possible, stood the brilliantly 
lighted Christmas tree, glittering with gilded walnuts 
and tiny silver balloons, and wreathed with snowy 
chains of pop-corn. ‘The presents had been bought 
mostly with Carol’s story-money, and were selected 
after long consultations with Mrs. Bird. Each girl 
had a blue knitted hood, and each boy a red cro- 
cheted comforter, all made by Mamma, Carol, and 
Hilfrida. (“Because if you buy everything, it doesn’t 
show so much love,’ said Carol.) ‘Then every girl 
had a pretty plaid dress of a different color, and 
every boy a warm coat of the right size. Here the 
useful presents stopped, and they were quite enough 3 
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but Carol had pleaded to give them something “ for 
fun.” “I know they need the clothes,” she had 
said, when they were talking over the matter just 
after Thanksgiving, “ but they don’t care much for 
them, after all. Now, Papa, won’t you please let me 
go without part of my presents this year, and give 
me the money they would cost, to buy something to 
amuse the Ruggleses ? ” 

“You can have both,” said Mr. Bird, promptly ; 
‘is there any need of my little girl’s gomg without 
her own Christmas, I should like to know ? Spee 
all the money you hike.” 

“But that is n’t the thing,” objected Carol, nes- 
tling close to her father; “it wouldn’t be mine. 
What is the use? Have n’t I almost everything 
already, and am I not the happiest girl in the world 
this year, with Uncle Jack and Donald at home? 
You know very well it is more blessed to give than 
to receive; so why won’t you let me do it? You 
never look half as happy when you are getting your 
presents as when you are giving us ours. Now, 
Papa, submit, or I shall have to be very firm and 
disagreeable with you!” 

“ Very well, your Highness, I surrender.” 

“That’s a dear Papa! Now what were you 
going to give me? Confess!” 
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“A bronze figure of Santa Claus; and in the 
‘little round belly that shakes when he laughs like 
a bowl full of jelly,’ is a wonderful clock — oh, you 
would never give it up if you could see it!” 

““ Nonsense,” laughed Carol; “as I never have to 
get up to breakfast, nor go to bed, nor catch trains, 
I think my old clock will do very well! Now, 
Mamma, what were you going to give me?” 

“ Oh, I had n’t decided. A few more books, and 
a gold thimble, and a smelling-bottle, and a music- 
box, perhaps.” | 

‘Poor Carol,” laughed the child, merrily, “ she 
can afford to give up these lovely things, for there 
will still be left Uncle Jack, and Donald, and Paul, 
and Hugh, and Uncle Rob, and Aunt Elsie, and a 
dozen other people to fill her Christmas stocking !” 

So Carol had her way, as she generally did; but 
it was usually a good way, which was fortunate, un- 
der the circumstances; and Sarah Maud had a set 
of Miss Alcott’s books, and Peter a modest silver 
watch, Cornelius a tool-chest, Clement a dog-house 
for his “lame puppy,” Larry a magnificent Noah’s 
ark, and each of the little girls a beautiful doll. 

You can well believe that everybody was very 
merry and very thankful. All the family, from Mr. 
Bird down to the cook, said that they had never 
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seen so much happiness in the space of three hours ; 
but it had to end, as all things do. The candles 
flickered and went out, the tree was left alone with 
its gilded ornaments, and Mrs. Bird sent the children 
downstairs at half past eight, thinking that Carol 
looked tired. 

“Now, my darling, you have done quite enough 
for one day,” said Mrs. Bird, getting Carol into her 
little nightgown, “I’m afraid you will feel worse 
to-morrow, and that would be a sad ending to such 
a charming evening.” 

“Oh, wasn’t it a lovely, lovely time,’ sighéd 
Carol. “From first to last, everything was just — 
right. I shall never forget Larry’s face when he 
looked at the turkey ; nor Peter’s, when he saw his 
watch ; nor that sweet, sweet Kitty’s smile when she 
kissed her dolly; nor the tears in poor, dull Sarah 
Maud’s eyes when she thanked me for her books; 
nor ”’ 

“But we must n’t talk any longer about it to- 
night,” said Mrs. Bird, anxiously; “you are too 
tired, dear.” 

“T am not so very tired, Mamma. I have felt 
well all day ; not a bit of pain anywhere. Perhaps 
this has done me good.” 

“Perhaps; I hope so. There was no noise or con- 
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fusion ; it was just a merry time. Now, may I close 
the door and leave you alone, dear? Papa and I 
will steal in softly by and by to see if you are all 
right ; but I think you need to be very quiet.” 

“Oh, I’m willing to stay alone; but I am not 
sleepy yet, and I am going to hear the music, you 
know.” | 

“Yes, I have opened the window a little, and put 
the screen in front of it, so that you won’t feel the 
ci eg 

“Can I have the shutters open? and won’t you 
turn my bed a little, please? This morning I woke 
ever so early, and one bright, beautiful star shone in 
that eastern window. TI never noticed it before, and 
I thought of the Star in the Hast, that guided the 
wise men to the place where the baby Jesus was. 
Good-night, Mamma. Such a happy, happy day !” 

“ Good-night, my precious little Christmas Carel 
— mother’s blessed Christmas child.” 

“ Bend your head a minute, mother dear,” whis- 
pered Carol, calling her mother back. “Mamma, 
dear, I do think that we have kept Christ’s birthday 
this time just as He would like it. Don’t you?” 

“J am sure of it,” said Mrs. Bird, softly. 


VIL 
THE BIRDLING FLIES AWAY. 


‘pf ]HE Ruggleses had finished a last romp in 
| the library with Paul and Hugh, and Uncle 

#3) Jack had taken them home and stayed a 
ie to chat with Mrs. Ruggles, who opened the 
door for them, her face all aglow with excitement 
and delight. When Kitty and Clem showed her the 
oranges and nuts that they had kept for her, she 
astonished them by saying that at six o’clock Mrs. 
Bird had sent her in the finest dinner she had ever 
seen. in her life; and not only that, but a piece of 
dress-goods that must have cost a dollar a yard if it 
cost a cent. 

As Uncle Jack went down the little porch he 
looked back. into the window for 4 last glimpse of 
the family, as the children gathered about their 
mother, showing their beautiful presents again and 
again, — and then upward to a window in the great 
house yonder. “A little child shall lead them,” 
he thought. ‘Well, if — if anything ever hap- 


be 


GE 


hia 


————= 
= 


Ss 
SSSS 


== 
=S= 
SS 


/ 


SS 


“MY AIN COUNTREE.” Page 61. 


5 


THE BIRDLING FLIES AWAY. 63 


pens to Carol, I will take the Ruggleses under my 
wing.” 

“Softly, Uncle Jack,” whispered the boys, as he 
walked into the library a little while later. “We 
are listening to the music in the church. The choir 
sang ‘ Carol, brothers, carol,’ a while ago, and now 
we think the organist is beginning to play ‘ My ain 
countree ’ for Carol.” | 

“T hope she hears it,” said Mrs. Bird ; “ but they 
are very late to-night, and I dare not speak to 
her lest she should be asleep. It is almost ten 
o'clock.” 

The boy-soprano, clad in white surplice, stood in 
the organ loft. The light shone full upon his crown 
of fair hair, and his pale face, with its serious blue 
eyes, looked paler than usual. Perhaps it was some- 
thing in the tender thrill of the voice, or in the 
sweet words, but there were tears in many eyes, both 
in the church and in the great house next door. 


‘“T am far frae my hame, 
I am weary aften whiles 
For the langed-for hame-bringin’, 
Aw my Faether’s welcome smiles ; 
An’ [’]l ne’er be fu’ content, 
Until my e’en do see 
The gowden gates o’ heaven 
In my ain countree. 
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“The earth is decked wi’ flow’rs, 

Mony tinted, fresh an’ gay, 

An’ the birdies warble blythely, 
For my Faether made them sae; 

But these sights an’ these soun’s . 
Will as naething be to me, 

When I hear the angels singin’ 
In my ain countree. 


‘“ Like a bairn to its mither, 
A wee birdie to its nest, 
I fain would be gangin’ noo 
Unto my Faether’s breast ; 
For He gathers in his arms 
Helpless, worthless lambs like me, 
An’ carries them Himsel’ 
To his ain countree.”’ 


There were tears in many eyes, but not in Carol’s. 
The loving heart had quietly ceased to beat, and the 
“wee birdie” in the great house had flown to its 
“home nest.” Carol had fallen asleep! But as to 
the song, I think perhaps, I cannot say, she heard 
it after all! 


- e e e 


So sad an ending to a happy day! Perhaps —to 
those who were left; and yet Carol’s mother, even 
in the freshness of her grief, was glad that her dar- 
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ling had slipped away on the loveliest day of her 
life, out of its glad content, into everlasting peace. 

She was glad that she had gone as she had come, 
on the wings of song, when all the world was brim- 
ming over with joy; glad of every grateful smile, 
of every joyous burst of laughter; of every loving 
thought and word and deed the dear last day had 
brought. 

Sadness reigned, it is true, in the little house be 
hind the garden; and one day poor Sarah Maud, 
with a courage born of despair, threw on her hood 
and. shawl, walked straight to a certain house a mile 
away, up the marble steps into good Dr. Bartol’s 
office, falling at his feet as she cried, “Oh, sir, it 
was me an’ our children that went to Miss Carol’s 
last dinner-party, an’ if we made her worse we can’t 
never be happy again!” Then the kind old gentle: 
man took her rough hand in his and told her to dry 
her tears, for neither she nor any of her flock had 
hastened Carol’s flight—aindeed, he said that had 
it not been for the strong hopes and wishes that 
filled her tired heart, she could not have stayed long 
enough to keep that last merry Christmas with her 
dear ones. 

And so the old years, fraught with memories, die, 
one after another, and the new years, bright with 
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hopes, are born to take their places; but Carol lives 
again in every chime of Christmas bells that peal 
glad tidings and in every Christmas anthem sung 


by childish voices. 
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THE NEW ERA IN RUSSIA. By Charles A. de Arnaud. 
Crown 8vo., pp. 166, fancy cloth binding, 1s. 6d. 


Evening News and Post :—‘* A book worth reading.”’ 


Observer :—‘‘ The writer argues his case well.’’ 
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American Authors’ Sertes. Crown &vo., cloth, 
as. 0d. 


Daily Telegraph:—‘‘ English readers owe something to those who like the 
publishers of ‘The American Authors’ Series’ attempt to bring the 
best and freshest work of the New World before the critical but well- 
disposed readers of the Old.” 


ON THE HEIGHTS OF HIMALAY. By A. Van der Naillen. 


Illustrated with a portrait and 8 beautiful plates. 
Glasgow Herald :—* A wonderful tale of Esoteric Buddhism.” 


SUNSET PASS: or, RUNNING THE GAUNTLET THROUGH 
APACHE LAND. By Captain Charles King. Illustrated. Author 
of ‘‘ The Deserter,’”’ ‘‘A War-time Wooing,” “ Captain Blake,” etc., ete. 


Atheneum:—‘‘A well-told story of adventure, with all the freshness of 
American wild life in the West.’’ 

Review of Reviews :—‘‘ Sensational and pleasing enough in all conscience.”’ 

Scottish Leader :—*‘‘ The tale is one of thrilling interest, and once begun there is 
no laying it down till the last page is reached.” 


THE TALKING IMAGE OF URUR. By Franz Hartmann, 
M.D. A Theosophical Tale, dedicated to Madame Blavatsky and Colonel 
Olcott. 

Athenewwm :—‘‘ There is no lack of cleverness in this story.’’ 
Scotsman :—‘*‘ The Theosophical movement has given birth to more than one 


novel, but to none more readable than ‘The Talking Image of 
eruia7*? 


A QUESTION OF TIME. By Gertrude Franklin Atherton, 


Author of ‘“* What Dreams may come,’ ‘“ Hermia Suydam,” ‘‘ Los 
Cerritos,” etc., ete. 


Atheneum :—‘‘ Shows distinct power....... The hero and heroine win the 
reader’s sympathies almost from the first, while the scandal they 
create in the prim New England town of Dunforth is effectively 
sketched.” 

Scottish Leader :—‘‘ As novel in conception as it is admirable in execution.’ 


MARIONETTES. By Julien Gordon, Author of ‘‘ A Diplomat’s 
Diary,’’ ‘ Puritan Pagan,’ &c. 

Atheneum:—‘‘The book is so excellent .... The minor Characters are 
admirably done. ... . « The dramatic abruptness and clearness are 
beyond praise.’’ 

Scottish Leader:—‘The character sketching is exqusite, and the style is bril- 
liant.... A novel of remarkable power and brilliancy:’’ 
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THE AMERICAN SIBERIA: or, Fourteen Years’ Expe- 
rience in a Southern Convict Camp. By J. C. Powell. Crown 
8vo., illustrated, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


Daily Telegraph:—* Decidedly interesting. ... Many exciting pages.” 

Spectator:—His experiences are full of interesting and often fascinating 
incidents.” 

Manchester Courier:—* A strong and engrossing story.”’ 


THE LILY OF THE ARNO: or, FLORENCE PAST AND 


PRESENT. By Virginia W. Johnson. Demy 8vo., handsomely 
bound with cloth slip cover and box, 25 Photogravures, 12s. 6d. nett. 


Spectator .—‘* This handsome volume is a triumph—it undoubtedly is a triumph— 
of illustration and typography, quite as much as of literature. .... 
Altogether this is a very pleasant, as well as useful and eminently 
handsome book.”’ 

Queen :—‘‘ A sumptuous volume this...... Itis enriched by photogravures | 
—really enriched, for most of these are admirable.” 

Daily News :—‘‘ The result of all these honest raptures is a very pretty volume 
and very prettily written.” 


GENOA, THE SUPERB. The City of Columbus. By 


Virginia W. Johnson. Demy 8vo., handsomely bound in white cloth, 
richly gilt with cloth slip wrapper and box, 20 charming photogravures, 
12s. 6d. nett. 


Times:—‘‘GENOA THE SuPERB is a beautiful volume. . . . It sets forth 
with abundant sympathy the many charms of the ancient Mediter- 
ranean City, and its numerous illustrations, reproduced from 
photographs, greatly increase its attractiveness.”’ 


SIDNEY LANIER’S POEMS. Edited by his Wife. With 


a Memorial by William Hayes :Ward. §8vo., ,Portrait, tastefully 
bound in cloth gilt, gilt top, 7s. 6d. nett. 


Spectator :—‘‘We have in Lanier an original poet—one more original, we 
think, than the United States has ever yet produced; more original 
than any poet whom England has produced during the last thirty years 
at least.’’ 

Review of Reviews :—‘‘Than the short series, ‘Hymns of the Marshes,’ we 
know of nothing in any poetry more beautiful or more quivering with 
the spirit of nature.”’ 


DOROTHY Q@Q. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Together 
with ‘‘A Ballad of a Boston Tea Party,’’ and ‘*‘ Grandmother’s 


Story of Bunker Hill Battle.”” One volume. Crown 8vo., 62 illus- 
trations and many beautiful borders, head and tail pieces by Howard Pyle. 
Bouna in grey cloth with quaint letterings and ornaments in silver. 


6s. nett. 
Times :—* A copiously and charmingly illustrated edition.”’ 
Atheneum :—*‘ Highly spirited verses.”’ 
Publishers’ Circular :—‘‘ One of the prettiest illustrated books of the season.”’ 
Review of Reviews :—‘‘One of the prettiest of this year’s gift books. . . 
It was a happy idea to bind these poems up in one volume, 
and when the binding is so exceedingly pretty, and paper and print 


so excellent, success is assured.”’ 


Daily Graphic :— A dainty gift book. . . . . must be seen to be appre- 


ciated.’’ 


Newcastle Ohronicle:—‘‘A delicious reprint. . . . Mr. Pyle’s illustrations 


are an exquisite series of drawings,’’ 


Glasgow Herald :—‘‘ Illustrated page by page after very clever drawings by 
Howard Pyle, and the volume is beautifully appointed.” 


Globe :—“ A daintly booklet, very creditable in taste and workmanship.”’ 


Sheffield Daily Telegraph:—‘‘ Never before has Oliver Wendell Holmes been 
so exquisitely set forth in pictorial volume.’’ 


Bradford Observer :—“ This is a wonderfully pretty little gift book.’’ 


THE ONE-HOSS SHAY. By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
With its Companion Poems ‘‘HOW THE OLD HORSE WON 
THE BET,” and ‘‘THE BROOMSTICK TRAIN.” Crown 8vo., 62 
spirited Illustrations by Howard Pyle, quaintly bound in rough calf, 


7s. 6d_ nett. 
Spectator :—‘‘ Most appropriately illustrated.” 
Glasgow Herald .—‘‘ His illustrations are a source of great delight.”’ 


Truth :-—“ Exquisitely got-up and illustrated edition.’’ 
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THROUGH STARLIGHT TO DAWN. By A. Ernest 


Hinshelwood. Crown 8vo., printed on hand-made paper at the Chiswick 
Press, tastefully bound, 5s. 


Scotsman :—‘* Though they are by no means an imitation, these poems have 
much in common with the work of Mr.Swinburne,... They reveal 
a power which promises better things.” 


Manchester Examiner:—* Besides the striking originality and suggestiveness 
of his verses, they are remarkably rhythmical. They have the true 
poetic ring, and show that he has great command over metre.” 


A HISTORY OF PERU. By Clements R. Markham. 
Demy 8vo., 25 full-page illustrations and 5 maps, cloth, 10s. 6d. 


Atheneum :—‘* Few people possess better qualifications than Mr. Markham for 
writing a History of Peru. . . . . Wecongratulate Mr. Markham 
upon his excellent Sketches of the better class of society in Peru, its 
scenery and its antiquities. There is a swing and a dash about his 
style which impresses the reader and bears him irresistably along.’’ 


PHOTOGRAPHIC MOSAICS, 1893. An Annual Record of 
Photographie Progress. Edited by Edward L. Wilson. ° 
Twenty-ninth Year. Crown 8vo., 80 photographic illustrations, sewed, 2s. 6d 


SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHE. Flowers of Fancy, selected 
from the Works of PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. One volume. 18mo. 
Frontispiece, 11 plates, and several beautiful head and tail-pieces, by 
EDMUND H. GARRETT. 


JOHN KEATS. Roses of Romanee, from the Poems of 
JOHN KEATS. Onevolume. 18mo. Frontispiece, 8 plates, and several 
beautiful head and tail-pieces, by EDMUND H. GARRETT. 


The two volumes are uniformly bound in light blue cloth, gilt extra, and boxed, 
price 7s. 6d. nett. They undoubtedly are two gems and will be cher- 
ished by all who possess them. Edmund H. Garrett as a book 
illustrator is second to none in America—and his work met with 
great success in this country last season, notably in our edition 
of Lowell’s ‘‘ Vision of Sir Launfal’’ and “ Elizabethan Songs,’’ 
published by Osgood & Co., and Whittier’s “Snowbound” and 
“ AtSundown’”’ published by Longman & Cov. 


A PRACTICAL GUIDE TO WHIST. By Fisher Ames. 
With the American Whist League Code of the Laws of the Game, 
Third Edition. 24mo., cloth, ornamental side, 2s. 6d. 
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SATCHEL GUIDE. For the Vaeation Tourist in Europe. 
The most popular Condensed European Guide publishede 
12mo., maps, limp leather, 7s. 6d. 


PECK’S BAD BOY AND HIS PA. 2 vols. in One. Large]Crown 


8vo., 100 wovudcuts, cloth, 3s. 6d. 


HELEN BRENT, M.D. A Soeial Study. 24mo., bevelled 
cloth, 1s. 6d. 


THOUGHTS OF BUSY GIRLS. Written by a group of girls 
who have little time for study, and yet who find much time for 
thinking, Edited by Grace H. Dodge. 24mo., bevelled:’cloth, 1s. 6d. 


ConTENTs :—What constitutes an Ideal Womanhood and how to attain 
to It—Purity and Modesty: ''wo words of. Value—Married and 
Single Life—Famuly Life—Hints as to Education and Books—How 
to Cultivate Good Manners—Jealousy what is It—Practical:Mat- 
ters—Influence of Art upon Life—Women as Moral Reformers— 
Glimpses into the Business Part of Life—How’can We Help One 
Another—Definition of certain Words—Club Life: Its power. 


SHALL GIRLS PROPOSE? and Other Papers on Love 
and Marriage. By ‘‘A Speculative Bachelor.” Second Edition. 
24mo., bevelled cloth, 1s. 6d. 


Contents :—Shall Girls Propose?—Maidens Choosing—Proposals of 
Marriage—The Girl Who Refuses You—Some Femininities— 
Paying Attention—Engaged Couples and Engagements—About 
Kisses—Falling in Love—Ingenious Proposals. 


Daily Graphic :—* An amusing little volume.”’ 

Newcastle Chronicle :—‘‘ Always pleasant and amusing. 
Liverpool Post :—“ Positively rollicking.”’ 

Dundee Advertiser :—‘‘ Brightly written.” 

Glasgow Herald :—‘* Writes brightly and pleasantly.’’ 
Weekly Star :—* We cannot recommend a better volume.”’ 


Scotsman :—‘‘ Pleasant enough.”’ 


Morning Post :—* Clever. 
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WALT WHITMAN. Leaves of Grass. Being his Complete 


Poems. Demy 8vo., portrait, cloth, 9s. 


———#-— Complete Prose Works. Portrait, 
Uniform with the above. 9s. 


———__—_—_—__——— Liberty in Literature. Testimonial 
to Walt Whitman. By Robert G. Ingersoll. An Address delivered 
in Philadelphia in honour of the Poet. Crown 8vo., pp.78, and a new 
Portrait by Gribayedoff, bevelled cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

Ingersoll, in his address, gives many quotations from Whitman’s works. 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE. The Searlet Letter. Sakm 
iidition. 18mo., white cloth bacs, red sides, gilt.back and sides, 1s.6d. Nett. 


—_——_—_—____—_————— The House of the Seven 
Gables. Salem Edition. Uniform with above, 1s. 6d. Nett. 
A cheap, attractive and pretty edition. 


TIMOTHY’S QUEST. By Kate Douglas Wiggin. Author 
of ‘‘ Birds’ Christmas Carol” ‘‘ Children’s Rights,” *‘story of Patsy,’’ 
ete., etc. Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo., tastefully bound in cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Times :—‘* A charming narrative....... The tale is told with a rare 
combination of feeling and humour. . . By this felicitous 
sketch Mrs. Wiggin has firmly established her literary reputation.”’ 


Punch :—“ In the arid life of the book-reviewer there is sometimes found the 
oasis of opportunity to recommend a book worth reading. My 
Baronite has by chance come upon such an one in ‘ Timothy’s Quest’ 
by Kate Douglas Wiggin. ... . The book is an almost perfect idyl. 

: It is ‘the best thing of the kind that has reached us from 
‘America since ‘ Little Lord Fauntler oy’ crossed the Atlantic.”’ 

Queen :—‘‘ It is surely ‘ David Copperfield’ over again.”’ 

Scottish Leader :—‘‘ One of the prettiest and most charming stories recently 
IREUECE G4 oc Sure to obtain an honourable and permanent place in 
literature.”’ 

Guardian :—‘* Without hesitation one of the most delightful stories which 
we have come across for along time... .. we very heartily recom- 
mend it to anyone who wishes to see humour and pathos alike 
admirably rendered.”’ 

Christian World :—‘* Nobody who begins the story will skip a single word.’’ 

Dundee Advertiser :— ‘A sweeter and more charmingly written story of its 
kind it would be impossible to imagine.”’ 

Bookman—* A charming story. Grown folks will read it with pleasure, too, 
for its brightness and well drawn pictures of country life and 
character.’ 


THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS CAROL. By Kate Douglas 


Wiggin. Crown 8vo.,8 charming illustrations, white cloth back, red 
sides, 1s. 6d. 
Christian World :—‘ A delightful story.’’ 


Literary Opinion :— Full of sweet and tender pathos. ... . There are some 
touches that are quite Dickensian.”’ 


II 


THE STORY OF PATSY. By Kate Douglas Wiggin. 
Crown 8vo., illustrated, cloth back, 1s. 6d. 
Scotsman :—“ It is a charming tale and will find many readers.” 
Dundee Advertiser :—‘* Sweetly and freshly written.’’ 


CHILDREN’S RIGHTS. By Kate Douglas Wiggin, and 
her Sister NORA A. SMITH, with a Preface by EMILY A. E. 
SHIRREFF, (President of the London Froebel Society). Crown 8vo., pp. 
236, cloth, vrnamental, 5s. 


Contents:—The Rights of the Child—Children’s Plays—Children’s 
Playthings—What shall Children Read ?—Children’s Stories— 
The Relation of the Kindergarten to Social Reform—How shall 
we Govern our Children?—The Magic of ‘ Together’’—The 
Relation of the Kindergarten to the Public School—Other People’s 
Children. . 


Atheneum :— We strongly recommend this volume to parents and to all who 
have to do with the bringing up of children. 


Educational Times:—* We thank Mrs. Wiggin most heartily for her little 
book which we have thoroughly enjoyed.’’ 


A CATHEDRAL COURTSHIP AND PENELOPE’S EXPE- 
RIENCES. By Kate Douglas Wiggin. Crown 8vo., five illustrations, 
tastefully bound in cloth, gilt top, 3s. 6d. 


Punch :—“ There is only one word that will fittingly describe ‘ A Cathedral 
Courtship.’ It is delightful.”’ 

Scotsman :—‘‘ The book is in every way delightful.’’ 

Speaker :—* Anyone who wants a tew hour’s pure enjoyment, at once refined 
and intellectual, can hardly do better than turn to ‘A Cathedral 
Courtship.’ ”’ 


THE STORY HOUR. By Kate Douglas Wiggin, Illustrated, 
8s. 6d. 


A SUMMER IN ,A ‘CANON. By Kate ,Douglas Wiggin. 
Tlustrated, 5s. 


LIFE’S ;,FAIRY TALES. By (I. A. Mitehell. Crown 8vo., 


illustrated, cloth gilt,'2s. 6d. 


THE LAST AMERICAN. By I. A. Mitchell. Crown 8vo., 
illustrated, cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 


FUN FROM LIFE. A Collection of Humorous [llustra- 
tions from New York ‘‘ LIFE. Small 4to, tastefully bound, 3s. 6d. 
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HUNTING IN THE JUNGLE WITH GUN AND GUIDE 
AFTER LARGE GAME. By W. F. Kellogg. Demy 8vo., pp. 340, 
and 98 illustrations, illustrated boards, 10s. 

A book for sportsman or youth. 


OUR COMMON BIRDS AND HOW:'TO KNOW THEM. By 
John B. Grant. Oblong 8vo., 64 process plates, cloth gilt, 6s. 
Nature Notes :—‘* A very pretty book, is very cheap, and will, we hope, find a 
hearty welcome. 


AMERICAN FISHES. A Popular Treatise upon the Game 
and Food Fishes of North America, with especial reference 
to habits and methods of capture. By G. Brown Goode, 
Assistant Secretary of the Smithsonian Institution, late U.S. Commis- 
sioner to the International Fisheries Exhibitions in Berlin and London. 
Author of ‘‘Game Fishes of the United States,’ ete. Royal 8vo., pp. 
512, coloured frontispiece and numerous woodcuts, cloth, 10s. 6d. nett. 


A DOUBLE LIFE. By Ella Wheeler Wileox. Author of 


“Poems of Passion’? and “ Poems of Pleasure,’ ete. Crown 8vo., 
cloth, 2s. 


Glasgow Herald :—* A short story of excellent moral...... The characters 
are strongly drawn, and most of them are decidedly interesting.”’ 


CAPTAIN JANUARY. By Laura E. Richards. Crown 8vo., 


handsomely bound, 2s. 6d. 
Times :—‘‘ There is a good deal of clever character sketching and quiet humour 
in this little volume.”’ : 
Christian World :—* Is as healthily stimulating as a blow by the briny.” 
Glasgow Herald :—“ A well-told and effective story, displaying a goud deal of 
power.”’ 
Scotsman :— A charming tale.”’ 


QUEEN HILDEGARDE. A Story for Girls. By Laura E. 
Richards. Crown 8vo., pp. 292, 8 illustrations by E. H. Garrett, 
cloth, 4s. 


HILDEGARDE’S HOLIDAY. A Sequel to Queen Hilde- 
garde. Crown 8vo., pp. 870, 8 illustrations, cloth, 4s. 


*.* The above two appeared serially in ‘* Chatterbox.” 


13 
THE DELMONICO COOK BOOK. How to Buy Food, how 


to Cook it, and how to Serve it. By Alessandro Filippini, 
(for 25 years Chef at Delmonico’s, New York). Large 8vo., new and 
revised edition, strongly bound in white American cloth, 1:s. nett. 


This work is designed not only for Clubs, Hotels and Restaurants, but more 
especially for Private Families. In it will be found Menus for Breakfast, 
Luncheon and Dinner for every day in the year, beside Menus for Celebrated 
Dinners which have been given at Delmonico’s from time to time. 


Queen :—“ A book which is sure to find its way to any kitchen ruled 
by a cook worthy of the name.” 
Field: —“ We can strongly recommend the work.” 


Spectator :—“ Every one it may be presumed, has heard of Delmonico’s the 
famous New York Restaurant; a happy minority have been privi- 
leged to dine there.”’ 


Saturday Review :—“There are good things in Filippini.” 


ssandy Bolume Culinary Series. By Filippini 


(twenty-five years Chef at Delmonico’s, New York). Oblong shape (63 in 
by 5in.), handsomely bound in silk cloth, with an unique design on side, 
and gilt lettering, 2s. 6d. each. 


No. 1. ONE HUNDRED WAYS OF COOKING EGGS. 
No. 2. ONE HUNDRED WAYS OF COOKING FISH. 


No. 3. ONE HUNDRED DESSERTS. 


Queen, Oct. 29th:—‘‘The publishers may be congratulated on the pro- 
duction of a set of books as valuable as they are dainty, as 
anyone examining these pretty volumes will readily admit. a 

To housekeepers in search of novel breakfast dishes, the 
volume on eggs is a mine of wealth, supplying abundant and most 
welcome variety.’’ 


Mrs. RORER’S COOK BOOK. (Principal of the Philadelphia School 
of Cookery). Crown 8vo., pp. 500, washable oil-cloth covers, 7s. 6d. 


Queen, Oct. 29th:—“This is perhaps of a more household character than 
Filippini’s dainty booklets; but at the same time it is calculated to 
open the eyes of the British matron as to what constitutes household 
cookery, at all events outre-mer. It may advisedly be asserted 
that this is a most valuable book and we know of few 
better calculated to take a front place in the book-shelf 
of a newly started housewife. . . . . . Her chapter on 
the suitable combination of foods should be carefully studied by every 
woman at the head of a household; and we venture to assert that 
no woman who has so studied it will ever think these duties beneath 
her dignity. The parts of this book devoted to fish cookery and 
bread and cake making deserve special notice ; but indeed the book 
generally should be studied, offering as it does variety, daintiness and 
economy.”’ 
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THE STORY OF THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. By Henry 
M. Field. Crown 8vo., pp. 426, portrait and: woodcuts, cloth, gilt top, 
7s. 6d. 


Times :—“ Tur Story oF THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH, by Henry M. Field is at 
once the record of oue of the greatest of modern international enter- - 
prises and the associated biography of the man whose name it should 
render immortal. . . . . Mr. Bright finely called Cyrus Field 
the Columbus of our time, who, after no less than 40 voyages across 
the Atlantic in pursuit of the great aim of his life, had at length 
by his Cable moored the New World close alongside the old.” 


THE LUTHERAN MOVEMENT IN ENGLAND DURING THE 
REIGNS OF HENRY VIII. AND EDWARD VI. AND ITS LITE- 
RARY MONUMENTS. By Henry Eyster Jacobs, D.D., Norton 
Professor of Systematic Theology in the Theological Semmary of the 
Ex-Lutheran Church in Philadelphia; Translator and Editor of the 
‘Book of Concord,” ete., ete. Demy 8vo., pp. 390, cloth, 12s. 6d. 


Edmund Bishop author with F. A. Gasquet, O.8.B., of ‘‘ Edward VI. and Book 
of Common Prayer,’’ writes :— 


‘*T cannot but express our surprise (for in writing I speak as well for Father 
Gasquet as for myself) and gratification at finding in how many points we agree.”’ 


Guardian :—‘** The book contains a good deal of useful information on aki 
cal points. The author’s range of reading is extensive.’ 


IN ARCTIC SEAS. The Voyage of the ‘‘ Kite” with the 
Peary Expedition, together with THE PEARY RELIEF EXPE- 
DITION and a Transcript of the Log of the ‘‘Kite.” By 
R. N. Keely, M.D. (Surgeon to the Expedition sent to accompany 
Lieut. Peary;) and G. G. Davis, M.A., M.D., M.R.C.S. Illustrated 
by Maps, Portraits. and Photographic Views. Large 8vo., pp. 530, 118 
illustrations, many full-page, handsomely bound in cloth, extra gilt, 18s. 


Times :—** The narrative is full of interest and not without 
considerable novelty of adventure and exploration.” 


THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD. By Oliver Goldsmith. 
‘ Edition Jouaust.’ In 2 vols. fep, 8vo., on fine laid paper, with Portrait, 
and 8 original Etchings, by Ap. Latauze. Limited to 250 copies. Hand- 
someiy bound in imitation parchment and boxed, 12s. nett. 


Edition on hand-made paper, limited to 50 numbered copies, bound in half 
vellum, 21s. nett. 


PAUL AND VIRGINIA. By Bernardin de Saint-Pierre. 
‘Edition Jouaust.’ Ini vol. fep. 8vo., on fine laid paper, with Portrait 
and 5 original Etchings, by Lacuittermiz. Limited to 250 copies. Hand- 
somely and uniformly bound with ‘The Vicar of Wakefield,’ 6s. nett. 

Edition on hand-made paper, limited to 50 numbered copies, 10s. 6d.. nett.. 
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THOMSON’S SEASONS. Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter. 


A charming edition in 4 vols., 12mo., beautifully illustrated, and bound in 
silk, each volume in a seasonable tint, with an appropriate design on the 
side, worked in coloured inks. The four volumes, gilt edges and enclosed 
in a cloth tuck box, lettered, 10s. 6d. nett. 


Times :—‘* A. very charming reprint, well printed, attractively 
illustrated, and daintily bound.” 


UNDER THE EVENING LAMP. By Richard Henry 
Stoddard. Crown 8vo., pp. 292, cloth, gilt top, 7s. 6d. 


Contents :—Scotch Contemporaries of Burns—James Hogg (the 
Ettrick Shepherd)—William Motherwell--The Harly Years of 
Gifford—Robert Bloomfield—John Clare—Ebenezer Elliott—David 
Gray— William Blake—Hartley Coleridge—Thomas Lovell Beddoes 
—George Darley—lhomas Love Peacock—Edward Fitzgerald — 
Richard Monckton Milnes (Lord Houghton). 


Mr. Le Gawuienne in the Star.—*A pleasant contribution to literary 
biography.’ 
THE EARLY BIBLES OF AMERICA. By Rev. John 
Wright, D.D. Crown 8vo., 6 Facsimiles of Titles, cloth, 5s. nett. 
Fifty Copies on Large Paper, bound in buckram, 10s. 6d. nett. 


Prerace :—‘‘ As the versions or editions were, in most cases, associated 
with certain translators or publishers, the accounts are not only 
bibliographic, but to some extent biographie.”’ 


THE REFLECTIONS OF A MARRIED MAN. By Robert 


Grant. Crown 8vo., cloth gilt, 4s. 


CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, HIS LIFE AND WORK. By 
Charles Kendal Adams, LL.D., President of the Cornell University, 
Crown 8vo., pp. 278. Portrait, cloth, 4s. 6d. 


THE INDEX GUIDE TO TRAVEL AND ART STUDY IN 


EUROPE. By L. C. Loomis. New and Enlarged Edition. 12mo., 


leather, 15s. 


*,* This Work is an Index to everviiie worth seeing in Europe. Besides 
containing Plans; Maps, and 160 Illustrations of Pictures in the best Galleries, it 
aes Catalogues of the Chief Collections, and every information useful to the 
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EGYPT. Three Essays on the History, Religion, and 
Art of Ancient Egypt. By Martin Brimmer. English edition 
limited to 50 numbered copies. Royal 8vo., printed on hand-made 
paper, and illustrated with 32 photogravures and a coloured map, hand- 
somely bound in vellum, gilt, 30s. nett. 


Limes :—“ A very attractive volume........ the result of a considerable 
amount of reading by an intelligent amateur on Egyptology.” 


INDEX. 


ADAMS (C.K.) Christopher Columbus 

AMES (F.) A Practical Guide to Whist ... 
ARNAUD (C. A. DE) The New Era in Russia 
ATHERTON (G. F.) A Question of Time ... 
BACON (A. M.) PAC: Soe ue mee 
Brent (Helen), M.D. 

BRIMMER (M.) Egypt 

BUNNER (H. C.) Fuaee Pine 

DAVIS (G. G.) In Aretie Seas ... 

DODGE (G. H.) Thoughts of Busy Girls 


FIELD (H. M.) The Story of the Atlantic ‘Telegraph 


FILIPPINI (A.) The Delmonico Cook Book 

—— Handy Volume Culinary Series | 
Fun from Life ... 

GOLDSMITH (0.) The Vicar of Wakefield 
GOODE (G. B.) American Fishes 

GORDON (J.) The Marionettes a 

GRANT (J. B.) Our Common Birds .... 

GRANT (R)) The Reflections of a Married Man 
HARTMANN (F.) The Talking Image of Urur 
HAWTHORNE (N.) Scarlet Letter 


HIBBARD (G. A.) The Governor 


HINSHELWOOD (A. E.) Through Starlight to Dawn 


HOLMES (0. W.) Dorothy Q. . 
———_——_—_-——— The One- Hoss. Shay 
INGERSOLL (R. G.) Liberty in [itopature. 
JACOBS (H. E.) The Lutheran Movement 
JOHNSON (V. W.) The Lily of the Arno... 
—— —— ———— Genoa the Superb 
KEATS (J.) eget. of Romance 

KEELY (R. N.) In Arctic Seas 

KELLOGG (W.F.) Hunting in the Jungle | 
KING (Capt. C.) Sunset Pass ... 

LANIER (S.) Poems 

LOOMIS (L. C.) The Index Guide a 
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